10            STRAY
37
I CANNOT tell why this heart languishes in silence.
It is for small needs it never asks* or knows or remembers.
38
WOMAN, when you move about in your household service your limbs sing like a hill stream among its pebbles.
39
THE sun goes 'to cross the Western sea, leaving its last salutation to the East
40
Do not blame your food because you have no appetite.